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CAPTAIN MORRIS. 


PART THE FIRST: 


No. I. 


DRINKING SONG. 


WH" the fancy-ſtirring bowl 
" *.-- Wakes its world of pleaſure, 


Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 


And life's an endleſs treaſure ; 
Mem'ry decks my waſted heart, 
| Freſh with gay deſires, 
Rays divine their heat impart, 


And kindling hope inſpires. | 


B 8 CHORUS 


CHORUS. S 
Then who'd be grave, 
When wine can ſave 
The heavieſt ſoul from ſinking, 

And magic grapes | 
| : _ Give angel ſhapes , 
| 55 To every girl we're drinking? 


| concern hen 

Here ſweet benignity and lone 1 
Shed their influence round us, : 
Gathered ills of life remove, 

And leave us as they found us: 
Tho my head may ſwim, yet true, (/ 
Still to nature's feeling; 

Peace and beauty ſwim there too, | 
And rock me while I'm reeling. g 
Then who'd be grave? &c. 6 
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. 
On youth's ſoft pillow tender truth 
Her penſive leſſon taught me; 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, 
And wiſdom wak'd and caught me; 
A bargain 


1E 


9. 


05 


13 1 
A bargain then with love I knock't, 
To hold the pleaſing gipſey; 
When wiſe, to keep my boſom lock't, 
But tum the key when tipſey. 
Then who'd be grave? &c. 


IV. 
When time had *ſwag'd my heated heart, 
The grave boy, blind and ſimple, * 
Forgot to cool one little part, 
Juſt fluſh'd by Lucy's dimples: 
That part's enough of beauty's type, 
To warm an honeſt fellow, 
And tho” it touch me not when ripe, - 
It melts ſtill while I'm mellow. 
Then who'd be grave? &c. 


V. 
Life's a voyage we all declare, 
With ſcarce a port to hide in ; 
Perhaps it may to pride or care. 
That's not the ſea I ride in: 
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CHORUS. 


131 

Here floats my ſoul till fancy's eye 
Her realms of bliſs diſcober; 

Bright worlds that fair in proſpect lie, 
To him that's half ſeas over. 
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Then who'd be grave, 
When wine can ſave 


The heavieſt ſoul from ſinking, 


And magie grapes 
Give angel ſhapes 


To every girl we 
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No. II. 


THE TREATY OF COMMERCE. 


I. 9 
1er Miſter John Bull, you're a pretty 
milch cow! 


Oh, what do you think of us Volunteers now? 
Sure I told you the work we kick d up in the ſtate, 
Before it was finiſh'd would all be complate! 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, | 
| Ballinamona Ora. 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 
1 5 +>" IK No rel 
Troth, I told you laſt year (if you call it to mind) 
; What weleft you before we would not lave behind ; 
And wasn't I right now? by hook or by crook ; 
For all that we left you is all that we took! 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
. HBallinamona Ora, 


The Treaty of commerce for me! 
. But 


. 
8 


\ 


III. 
But twas deadly good-natur'd in you, to lay down, 
With the wrongs of our trade, all the rights of your 
own! | 


Tas a mighty home ſtroke of magnanimous pride 
To break your own backs for the thorn in our ſide! 


With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 

The Treaty of Commerce for me ! 


| IV... 
Oh, like fools, we deſpair'd that our terms would 
| go down! | 
Or ſuch ſharp propoſitions be ſweet to the Crown; 
Then how pleaſing to find your proud ſtomachs to 
fall! | 
When we'd thrown em up firſt, that you ſwallow'd 
| them all! | | 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


Tc i» OT 


"Wo 

Sure I hard Maſter Orde now relate, in his place, 

All your bountiful gifts of ſuperfluous grace, 

Jaſus! how we all ſtar'd while he empty'd his 
ſconce! 

To find ſuch a big bag of bleſſings at once! 

With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Balllnamona Ora, 

The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


VI. 
Oh, the brave Britiſh ſubject! his looks were ſo 
| ſweet, _ 5 | 
When he laid down your caſe and your trade at 
our feet! 
And the comments he made too, the wile little elf, 
To ſhew us that Britain's no friend to herſelf ! | 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 
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VII. 
Troth, it plais'd him, he ſaid {could @ Briton ſay 
more?) 
That the trade of your country would ſhift to our 


ſhore; 


| And that England' s diſaſters had ſunk her ſo low, 


'The good. tidings he brought us would finiſh the 
blow ! 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


VIII. | 
Then he ſaid, *twas contriv'd too by part of the 
gift, 
That without Triſh has vba: \make a ſhift. 
Troth now, ladies, and that's a good meaſure for you, 
When the linen comes over, the yard will come too! 


With my Ballinamona Ora, 

Ballinamona Ora, 

Feat 161 4% Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me 
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IX. 
Now we took it moſt kind, that your ruler of ſtate 
(Who, they ſay, has no PARTs, but the parts in 
his pate) | 
Should for female commodities open a door, 
And let freely the great Iriſh ſtaple come o'er! 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


. 
Twould have bother'd my head now, the words 
PT r let fall, 
Nen you gave us ſo much, you gave nothing at all! 
But in Dublin I hard his interpreter ſwear, 
That nothing in England means every thing there! 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 
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XI. 

But your miniſter ſays now, We've got all we can: 

« The two ſtates mult be join'd on a permanent 
« plan.” 


By my ſhoul, he's a joiner of notable craft, 


Who looſens all ties now—to bind us more faſt ! 


With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 

The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


XII. 

And he fayswhen all duties and drawbacks are paid, 

That the navy will want what we make in our 

trade, 4 

Troth, ſhe will want it all. Now he s right on that 

ſcore: 

And ſhe'll want it, God help her, for ever, and more. 
With my, Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 

| Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


If 


2111 


XIII. 


If you wiſh now to know how our cards we have 


play'd, 


Why we took up our clubs, and we threw down 


our ſpade : 

So ye dealt us all trumps now for that very thing : 
And ſo Pam became civil as well as the King. - - 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 

Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me] 
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No. III. 
BILLY'S TOO YOUNG TO DRIVE Us. 


I. 
F life's a rough journey, as moraliſts tell, 
Fngliſhmen ſure make the beſt on't; 
On this ſpot of the earth they bade Liberty dwell, 
Whilſt Slavery holds all the reſt on't ; 
They thought the beſt ſolace for labour and care, 
Was a ſtate independent and free, Sir ; 


And this thought, tho' a curſe that no tyrant can 


bear, 
Is the bleſſing of you and of me, Sir. | 
Then while thro' this whirlabout journey we 
reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel ; 
Billy's too young to drive us. 


The 


II. 
The car of Britannia, we all muſt allow, 
Is ready to crack with its load, Sir: 
And, wanting the hand of Experience, will now 
Moſt ſurely break down on the road, Sir! 
Ihen mult we, poor paſſengers, quietly wait 
To be cruſh'd by this miſchievous ſpark, Sir, 
Who drives a damn'd job in the carriage of ſtate, 
And got up like a thief in the dark, Sir? 
Then while thro' this whirlabout journey we 
reel, | 
We'll keep unabus'd the belt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 


| Billy's too young to drive us. 


III. 
They ſay that his judgment is mellow and pure, 
And his principles Virtue's own type, Sir: 
believe, from my ſoul, he's a ſon of a w——-re, 
And his judgment more rotten than ripe, Sir; 
For all that he boaſts of, what is it, in truth, 
But that mad with ambition and pride, Sir; 
He's the vices of age for the follies of youth, 
And a damn'd deal of cunning belide, Sir. 


Then 
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Then while thro' this whirlabout journey we 
reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 
Billy's too young to drive us, 
IV. 
The Squires, whoſe reaſon ne'er reaches a ſpan, 
Are all with this prodigy ſtruck, Sir, 
And cry, *Tis a crime not to vote for a man 
«© Who's as chaſte as a baby at ſuck, Sir!” 
But pray, let me aſk, had his virtue prevail'd, 
What ſoul would to Heaven come near, Sir? 
Not one ; for the whole generation had fail'd, 
And God's creatures had never been here, Sir. 
Then while thro' this whirlabout journey we 
reel, | 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel ; 
Billy's too young to drive us, 


It's 
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| | V. 
It's true, he's a pretty good gift of the gab, 
And was taught hy his dad on a ſtool, Sir; 
But tho' at a ſpeech he's a bit of a dab, 
In the ſtate he's a bit of a tool, Sir. 
For Billy's pure love for his country was ſuch, 
He agreed to become the cat's paw, Sir! 
And ſits at the helm, while it's turn'd by the touch 
Of a reprobate fiend of the law, Sir! 
Then while thro' this whirlabout journey we 
reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 
Billy's too young to drive us. 


VI. 
Tho' reaſon united a Nh and a F—x, 
The world of this junction complain, Sir: 
But what's that to his, who join'd with a pox 
To the cabinet pimp of the Thane, Sir! 
Who ſold to a high-flying Jacobite gang 
The credit of Chatham's great name, Sir! 
That pleas'd, we might hear the Young Puppet 
7 harangue, 
While J-nk—ſ—n plays the old game, Sir! 
1 | Then 


1 1 


Then while thro' this whirlabout journey we 


reel, 


We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 


| Billy's too young to drive us, 
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VII. 
They ſay, his fine parts are a mighty good prop 
To puſh up Britannia's affairs, Sir! 


But, we all of us know, tho? he ſtand at- her top, 2 

Her bettom will die in deſpair, Sir! 

Then with Freemen, who on a fair bottom would F 

tread, | E 

Here's a toaſt that, I'm ſure muſt prevail, Sir! Z 

Britannia] and May he ne er fland at her Head d 

Who never can STAND at her T ALL, Sir! 

Then while thro” this whirlabout journey we 

reel, 

Well keep unabus'd the be ſtbleſſing we feel, þ 


And watch ev ry turn of the politic wheel; 


Billy's too young to drive us. 
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No. IV. 


BILLY T4 TT 
AND 


THE FARMER. 


1 
IT down neighbours all, 
And Il] tell a merry ſtory 
Avout a Britiſh Farmer 
And BiLLy P—rr, the Tory; 
I had it piping hot 
From Ebenezer Barber, 
Who fail'd right from England, 
And lies in Boſton harbour. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. | 


D | This 


E. 0 F 


IT. 
This Billy he is call'd 
Britannia's Prime Ruler, 
Tho' he be but a puppet 
That's hung out to fool her! 
His name is a paſſport 
To get in old ſinners ; 
So he deals the cards, that 
The knaves may be winners ! 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy 1ddy, 


Bow wow wow. 


III. 
He was bred up a Whig, 
But with Nabobs to thrive, Sir; 
Who have votes in the Houſe, 
About two out of five, Sir. 
He gave up the people, 
And vow'd, to his ſcandal, 
They ſhou'd ſeek for their bread 
Without daylight or candle! 


Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 


Bow wow wow. 


Now 
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IV. 

Now it hap'd, to the country 
le went for a bleſſing, | 
And from his State-Dad 

To get a new leſſon, 
He went to Daddy Jenky, 

By Trimmer Hal attended, | 
In ſuch company, good lack! | 

How his morals muſt be mended ! 

| Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 


Bow wow wow. 


* 
This Harry was always 
A ſtaunch friend to Boſton; 
His bowels are ſoft, | 1 
For they yearn'd for Indoſtan. 
If I had him in our townſhip, 
I'd feather him and tar him; 
With forty lacking one too, 
I'd lam him and I'd. ſcar him. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 
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VI. 
Wich his ſkin full of wine, and 
His head full of ſtate- tricks, 
Sham reforms, commutations, 
And the reſt of his late tricks, 
He came back with Harry, 
Two birds of a feather; 
And, both drunk as pipers, 
They knock'd their heads together. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


VII. 

Now ſo it fell out, that 

This pair were benighted, + 
And drove out of the road; 3 

So the ſtateſmen alighted : 
And to get in again 

Away ſcrambl'd they, Sir, 
To find the back road 

Unto the King's highway, Sir. 


Bow wow wow, fal al de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 
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VIII. 
Long loſt in the dark were 


Theſe lights of the nation; 
But ftumbl'd at laſt 

To a ſmall habitation; 
To which they march'd up; 

While the fowls, in confuſion, 
Thought their lives were aim'd at 

By this bold intruſion ! 

Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 


Bow wow wow. 


IX, 


The dogs bark'd, ducks quack'd, 


And ſore Billy baited ; 
The wife ſhe cry'd out, 
« We be all ruinated ;” 
Then ſtraightway ſhe ſnatch'd up 
The veſſel ſhe piſs'd in, 
To pour on the head of 
This darkling Philiſtine. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 
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X. 


The huſband awak'd, by 


Her rage and her ſcreaming, 
And ſhrewdly ſuppoſing 
His wife might be dreaming; 
To make matters ſhort, 
Snatch'd his gun, in a fury, 
And cry'd, “ Sons of Belial! 
« T've got what will cure ye.” 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 


Bow wow. wow. 


| XI. 
Then Billy began for 
To make an oration, 
As oft he had done 
To bamboozle the nation; 
But Hodge cry'd, © Begone, or 
« I'll crack thy young crown for't ;. 


Thou belong'ſt to a rare gang 
«« Of rogues, I'll be bound for't.” 


Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow, 


Now 
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XII. 
Now Hodge,” quoth the wife, 
Don't you mind his loud bant'ring, 
For certain he has under 


; His coat a dark lantern ; 
Shut the gate of the court; 

If he once gets within it, 

He'll whip up the back ftarrs 


I'll be bound, in a minute. 


* 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 
y . 
9 Then the wife ſhe went on: 
2 Can you go for to ſay now 
* Any good upon earth made thee 
I Take this by-way now? 
X Thou cam'ſt to get foot in | 


1 The houſe; that's the plan on't; 
7 And ſo let in thy gang, 


1 | For to make what they can on't. 
® Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 


Bow wow wow. 
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XIV. 
© Don't you hear how the brazen-fac'd 
© Rogue now pretends, man? 
« He crept up in the dark 
« But for virtuous ends, man! 
« He ſays he's our friend! 
But its no ſuch a thing, man, 
The impudent dog would 
« Say fo to the King, man! | 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 


Bow wow wow. 


> 4, 
"Then Billy perceiving <_ 
The wife in a fury, 
And knowing his deeds would 
Not ſtand woman's jury, 
Felt the ſpirit of Jenky 
A dangerous potion ; | 
And roar'd out to Harry 
To ſpeak for the motion. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


1 | Then 


E 


XVI. 

Then Harry ſtept up; 

But Hodge ſhrewdly ſuppoſing 
His part was to ſteal, 

Whillt the other was proſing, 
Let fly at poor Billy, 

And ſhot thro' his lac'd coat; 
Oh, what a pity 'twas 

It did not hit his waiſtcoat! 

Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy. 


Bow wow wow. 


XVII. 
Solid men of Boſton 


Make no long orations ; 
Solid men of Boſton 
Baniſh ſtrong potations ; 
Solid men of Boſton 
Go to bed at ſun-down, 
And never loſe your way, 
Like the loggerheads of London. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


E N. . 


Ne. V. 


THE TRIUMPH OF VENUS. 


I. 
s H O' Bacchus may boaſt of his care-killing 
bowl, 
And Folly in thought-drowning revels delight, 
Such worſhip, alas! hath no charms for the ſoul, 


When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite. 


II. 
To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow : 


But to Fancy, that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
The death of Reflection's the birth of all Woe! 


III. 
What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 
For the tear that bedews Senſibility's ſhrine 


Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun. 
2 8 
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IV. 
The tender excefs that enamours the heart 
To few is imparted ; to millions deny'd: 
"Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And tools jeſt at that for which ſages have dy d. 


4 
Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my 
doom ; 
And well can I ſpeak of its joy and its ſtrife : 
'The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro' the gleam, 


But Love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our 
lite. 


VI. 
Come then, roly Venus, and ſpread o'er my ſight 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul! 
Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl! 
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Ne. VI. 


1 
VII. 
Then deep will I drink of the neQar divine, 


[ 
Ily god! from thy banquet remove 


by Love. 


er, jo 
That's mellow'd by Friendſhip, and ſweeten'd 


Nor e' 


But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine 
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No. VI. 
ADDRESSED TO LADY **x*x*, 


WHO ASKED CAPTAIN MORRIS 


WHAT THE PASSION OF LOVE WAS? 


I. 
OU aſk me, I hab's Love? Why, that vir- 


tue-fed vapour, 


Which poets ſpread over our longings, like gauze; 
May do for a ſwain who can feed upon paper; 


But fleſh is my diet, and blood is the cauſe. 


II. 


A delicate tendre, ſpun into Platonic, 


Suits the feminine fop, -whom no beauties 
provoke. ; 


But the blood of a Welchman is hot and laconic, 


And he loves as he fights, with a word and a firoke. 


Vet, 
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III. 


Yet, I grant you, there is a ſweet madneſs of 


* ” 
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paſſion, 
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A raptur'd delirium of mental delight; 


Tho', alas! my dear Madam, not five in the nation 
Whoſe ſouls have an optic to view the bleſt 
light, 


IV. 
But we ſpeak not of minds of diſtinguiſh'd ſelection, 
But Love, common love, in its earthly attire, 
Which, believe me, when dreſs'd in this high-flown 
affection, 
Wears the thread-bare diſguiſe of a bankrupt 
deſire. 


V. 
For the boſom's deceit, like the ſpcndthritt's pro- 
fufion, 
As the ſubſtance declines rich appearances tries; 
More gay as more weak, till this ſplendid deluſion 
In a pang of bright vanity dazzles and dies, 


Ah! 
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VI. 
Ah! if in a ſtrain of pure fentiment flowing, 


No animal warmth checks the eloquent tongue: 


Tis the trick of a coxcomb to boaſt your undoing z 
And pride, taſte, or impoteuce prompts the foul 


wrong! 


—— — — 
A. 3 2 " 8 
CESS •mu TO 


VII. 


For Love, in a tumult of ſoft agitation, 


wn os E 


O' ercome with its ardor, bids language retire; 
And, loſt in emotions of troubled ſenſation, 
Still breaths the ſoft accent of ſilent deſire. 
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| VIII. 
Ves, the god's on the wing when a delicate damon 


Bie 


In ſickly compoſure {its down to refine ; 
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For Love, like a hectic, when weakly the „amen, 
Still brightens the ſkin as the ſolids decline. 
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: IX. 
If ſuch be the Love you propoſe in the queſtion, 


5 | No doubt it's a phantom, dreſs d up by the mind; 

i And, believe me, it is not a ſubſtance to reſt on, 
But the fraud of cold boſoms and Vanity's blind. 

But 
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X. 


But for me, my dear Madam, a poor carnal ſinner, 


Whoſe love keeps no Lent, or on rhapſody 
ſtarves; 

With the ſharp ſauce of hunger I fall to my dinner, 

And take, without ſcruple, what appetite carves. 


I. 


so, my good Lady **#*#*#, all beauty and merit, 


You ſee, tho' I doat on your face and your 
mind, p 
The devil a grain ſhould I feel of Love's ſpirit, 
If looks didn't warrant your ſhape and your 
kind. 


XII. 
With this taſte you, perhaps, will upbraid my vile 
nature: 
But thus ſtands the caſe, and in truth to my 
theme, 
Were my miſtreſs the firſt, both in mind and in 


feature, 


Unſer her, and paſſion would fade like a dream. 


As 
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XIII. 
As a Poet, indeed, I've a licence for fiction; 
To drefs in heroics the treacherous heart; 
But take the fad truth, and excuſe the plain diction, 
For love moves with me in an honefter part. 


XIV. 
But, perhaps, you may know ſomething more of the 
matter ; 
Then deign to inform the dull ſoul of a brute— 
A hint of your mind would moſt pleaſingly flatter 
And to hear it I'd always be zwilling and mute. 


F No. VII. 
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Ne. VII. 


THE WESTMINSTER TRIUMPH. 


I. 
HILE Via'ry ſmiles on patriot worth, 
| And Wiſdom ſhouts applauſe, Sir, 
What joy to think, amidit our mirth, 
We've fought in Freedom's cauſe, Sir! 
That Liberty our fathers won 
Their ſons have well defended ; 
And faithfully that duty done 
Which Heav'n for man intended. 
CHORUS 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 


For Freedom's preſervation. 
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II. 
See with what juſt, yet jealous pride, 
Our fathers watch'd the Crown, Sir! 
Beneath their eye no King could ſtride 
Beyond his legal bound, Sir. 
They liv'd in loyal duty brave, 
While Freedom mark'd his ſway, Sir: 
But when abus ' d that pow'r they gave, 
As quick they took away, Sir. 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, - 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 


For Freedom's preſervation, 


III. 
Look back, and fee what blood hath ſtain'd 
Our page in civil fight, Sir; 


When bold Prerogative diſdain'd 


A free-born nation's right, Sir ! 
What tears have drown'd this widow'd land 
When monarchs rul'd by will, Sir! 
And but for Patriot Virtue's hand, 
Thoſe tears had trickV'd ſtill, Sir. 
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For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 


When Kings miſuſe their {lation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 


For Freedom's preſervation. | 
IV. 
And now, when Britain's drooping head 
Can ſcarce withſtand its foes, Sir, 


r 


Shall he, whole talents kingdoms dread, 
A deſpot frown depoſe, Sir? 
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Shall Britain's King the Whigs diſdain, | 
On whom the empire reſts, Sir? ; 
Or, when half's loſt, ſhall Tories reign 
The guardians of the reſt, Sir ; 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, | 

When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, : 

That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne i 

For Freedom's preſervation. i 

oe V. 
Shall public good be thus betray'd 


In Britain's humbleſt hour ? 
A falling nation loſe the aid 
Of Wiſdom's ampleſt pow'r! 
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In days like theſe, ſhall fav'rites dare 
To rule by cqurt-applauſe, Sir ? 
And he who loves the people, bear 
No ſway in Britan's cauſe, Sir? 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 
For Freedom's preſervation. 


VI. 


Forbid it Fate, that Freemen born 
For public zeal be hated! 
Or bend beneath that prince's ſcorn 
Whom Freedom's voice created! 
For no hereditary right 
To crowns enſlave our vows, Sir; 
*Tis Freedom gives and binds em tight 
On patriot princes brows, Sir. 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rias d a Brunſwick's throne. 
For Freedom's preſervation. 


VII. 


Then be the triumph great and gay 
That crowns our Champion's glory! 


Oh, may the bleſt auſpicious day 
Long live in Britiſh ſtory! 


11 
May endleſs honours grace that head 
In which with partial hand, Sir, 
Kind Heav'n a choſen light hath ſhed 
To ſave a ſinking land, Sir! 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 
For Freedom's preſervation. | 
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A NEW IRISH SONG. 


TUunNE—< O Lord, What can the Matter be?” 


BE eaſy with War! here's a fine piece of bother on't, 
Faith I can't make either one thing or tother oh't, 
Devil may burn both the Father and Mother vn't= 

Billy's undone us by war, | 
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Pat, can you tell what the Devil he's driving at? 

What is't we're fighting for, what is't he's ſtriving at? 

A foul bit of work the d- n'd Tory's conniving at 

For the poor out of bread, What a fine conſolation too, 

Winter at hand, and all trade in ſtagnation too; 

Nothing to ſwallow, but n of taxation too. 
Then, what are our gains, for the millions he ſquanders now? 
Plentiful loſs of brave Troops and Commanders now, 
Rotting like ſheep, in the big bogs of Flanders now ! 
We'er 


Oh, Lord! what will the damage be? &c. &c. 
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we⸗ re murderꝰ'd dy thouſands, and pay for the ſlaughter too, 
Nothing to drink, to the a—ſe up in water too; 


Dutch running off, and ourſelves marching after too. 


Our Fleets and our Gun Boats won't anſwer their uſes too, 
Horſe of no ſervice for ditches and ſluices too, 
Cannon too late, and all left as the duce is too. 


We're flux'd, till our life ſtreams away from our bowels too, 
| Drench'd fo with rain, ye might ſcrape us with trowels too, 
Cattle all glander'd, and all full of rowels too. 


Tents we have few, ſince we left'em behind us too, 
| Dogs wou'd n't lie on the wer rau, they find us too, 
All forts of death, by my foul they've conſign'd us th 


Then faith with miſtruſt we're a little dejected too, 
Pruſſians withdrawn, and the Dutch diſaffected too; 
Troops that we' er hir'd not too much reſpected too. 


By my ſoul, it's a ſin, tho' we e'er ſhould want harmony: 
When we all fight for the Emp'ror of Germany, 
And John Bull has promis'd to pay all the War Money. 


Then you bitch'd us at home, and your word did'nt keep 
my dear 

Leaving brave lads to be cut up like ſheep my dears, 

Toby ſham fighting, and C TH—M aſleep my dears. 


By my troth there's a damnable ſin and omiſſion here; | 
Tho? it's huſh'd up, it muſt riſe in reviſion here, 
Murder cries out, for a fate inquiſition here. 


Then 
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Then your Cabinet calls this a war of exiffence now, 
That's in plain Jriſb, to die at a diſtance now, 
And help the work forward, by backward aſſiſtance now. 


Troth you've purchas'd at Toulon a ſippery ſtation too, 
Laid out our cath in a wild ſpeculation too; | 
And united all France, in a d—n'd indignation too. 


A wiſe figure we make, to be ſtarv'd to help ſlavery, 
Fighting for others with profitleſs bravery; 
Oh, get out ! you'll undo a good maſter whith knavery. 


Ever ſafe be his throne ! may no traitor's endeavour now, 

Loyalty's cauſe from fair Freedom's difſever now ; 

Here's Fox and the Whig Conſtitution for ever now, 
Billy's undone us by war, 


E 


A NEW SONG. 


Tu xntE—Ballinamaa Ora, 


SURE, Maſter Jonx Burr, I ſhan't know till I'm dead, 
Where the devil you're driving to, a-ſe over head! 

Troth, I've watch'd you, my dear, day and night, like a cat; 
And, bad luck to myſelf, if I know what you're at. 


But, the reaſon you waſte all this blood, and this gold, 
Is a ſecret, they ſay—that can never be told: 5 


To be ſure, for ſuch ſecrets my tongue is n't fit; 
For I can't keep it ſtill, without ſpeaking a bit, 


F aith, and well I may feat now, for—hark ye, dear joy! 
Tho! you fay, it's your Country the French would deſtroy, 
Since you do it yourſelves, they may let it alone— 


And mine may be taken, inſtead of your own, 


G 5 Britain's 
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Britain's car, Johx, I told you, would break with foul 
knocks, | 
When this job-boy of JENKY's crept up to the box : 
Troth he Hole there, ts drive you—the devil knows how ! 


But no Devil can tel}, where he's driving you now. 


You pay all, and fight all—and loſe all, they ſay: 
Now, don't you think, Jon, that's quite out of the way? 
Faith, your very Allies feel fo hurt on that ſcore, 


That they ſcorn to nd by you, and help any more. 


And theſe foreigners, too, have a whim in their head— 
That the more they negle# ye, the more they'll be pard : 
Sure they ſay that your King, now they' ve /eft him alone, 


Will bribe 'em, and feed 'em, to fight for their own, 


Devil burn 'em, to ſay ſuch a Heatheniſh thing, 

Of a wiſe, decent, generous, church going King! 

To fill foreign mouths, will he pinch from the poor's ?— 
And tax the 4 ſcrap, for Croats and Pandours ? 


Oh, 


1 1 
Oh, Joan! theſe connect ons with Goths, and with Huns, 
Was ever the curſe of your 1{le, and her ſons ! 
If you knew when you're we:l, you'd Rand faſt on "our 
ground, 


And, at any one end on't, you'd face the world round. 


But to ſet out a tilting, and ſhaxe your weak lance 
Againſt millions of men, arm'd for freedom, in France, 
Was a twiſt in your head, Maſter Burr, d'ye fee— 


Mighty ſtrange in your nation, that made it/clf free. 


But your foes, my dear Jon, ſi your brains are of lead 
That the fog of your iſland's ne'er out of your head; 


That alike you misjudge of good meaſures or bad, 


And are Hupialy drowjy—or wilfully mad! - 


E / 


By my foul, JohN, I've ſtudy'd your: nature awnile 3 
And I think, when they fay fo, they don't mii a gaule; 
The world's wide, to be ſure; but, as ii go, 


You're as clumſy and bother'd a beaſt as I know, 


Don't you think it's a pretty, political touch 
To KCep ſhooting your. gold in the damm of tw? Dutch ? 
— tf 
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Sending troops to be? ſwamp'd, where they can't draw their 
breath !— 
And buying a load of freſh taxes with death ? 


Then, your friends, who've been ſucking the ſap of your stull, 
Now chooſe to be fed on your fat, Maſter BULL | 

Oh ! your whiſter-mouth'd Pruffian's a hell of a bite 
And your Eagle of Auſtria's a damnable Kite ! 


Like the Jay in the fab'e, all pluck you, good Joh ? 


But the whole mean to fhew you their tails, when they've 
done. 


* 


Oh ! *twill pleaſe you to ſee, when they all have} a feather, 
How they'll puſh forth their wings—and ge off all rogether, .. 


Then comes the account, Jonx: and faith, to be frank, 


The coſt is unbounded ; the credit—a blank! 
It's a right Fiz bargain, where all you can claim, 


Is a plentiful balance of=taxes and ſhame, 


But, when ſubſtance is gone, Jou, one bleſſing remains 


We prize little things, and we count little gains 


Thus 
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Thus, tho* broke down by burthens, to lighten miſhap, 


You've a feather or two, IoRN, to ſtick in your cap. 
> 9 ap 


Yes! Laurels you have, Jon, to tickle your ear-— 
For you've conquer'd a Corſican mountain, I hear 


And the Caribbee Laurels—Oh fortunate lot! 


You've reap'd, and a fine yellow harveſt you've got. 


Then, a wond'rous magnanimous boaſt, too, is yours: 
With no reaſon on earth, to bring war to your doors. 
'You, regardleſs of policy, ſafety, or pelf, 

Have paid all the world”s damage, and beggar'd yourſelf, 


Faith, your tax-burthen'd ſons, JohN, will blzs the dark hour 
When the war-whoop of Kings, and the ſqueatings of pow'r, 
Made a nation of Freemen the clamour applaud— 


And load their own necks, to chain monſters abroad. 


Oh! to what will it come, Joun—this guilty affair 2 | 
For all acts of your State are, now, a#ts of deſpatr : 
Like ſpendthrifts undone, ever frantic they ſeem 


And widen that ruin they cannot redeem, 


Big 3 
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Big curſes by day, ay, and bigger by night, 


On the ENR v-nurs'd Jac kall, that brought on this plight :;— 
Who has ftalk'd on Court jtilts to that ruinous brink, 


Where 'tis hopeleſs to move—and more hopelels to think, 


Are your brave tars, the great prop of your State, 
Have, by glory and conqueſt, JoHx, put off your fate; 
But, if c'er on French decks, ſhouts of vie roar, 


The Crown's a Red Night-cap—and Britain's no mare. 


Troth, the Cur was well warn'd of War's deſperate ſin, 
When, with headleng preſumption, he Lurry'd you in. 
'The y-ice of fouud wiſdom cry'd loud on the curſe ; 


But wiſdom was wind, to the voice of the nurſe, 


Fut the flave will ſoop ſee on what ſend be Bas built; 


For the virtu's of Freemen now wake on his guilt : 
They at length ſee the ſlorm, and with horror refuſe 


To cut up the country—for Cabinet Views. 


Too 
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Too long, Jon x, I've told you, the helm would break down, 
With this Hul. going Pilot, that ſteers for the Crown, 
But, I've done; for, now, ruin hangs over the elf: 


Se, good luck to your King—and long life to yourſelf, 


—— — — 
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